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He has play'd you a. Trick that you little ſuſpecte t, a” 
But Rog'ry like Murder is always detected. 140. = 


When ſummon'd by him to drink Health to the QUEEN? EN 
You thought what he did was with upright Deſign, © 14. x. 
And all that you drank was the Juice of the Vine. 


How brilliant the BALL! how ſuperb was the Fzagr!! 7 RE 
How ſplendid the EalPry when all went to ſuiß ß; RE 
Ah! who could have dreaded a Snake in the . e bY 33 
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To the Tune of King John and the Abbot F Canterbury. 1 : 


JL tell you a Story, pray Gentles draw near | 5 


Of GRAME and his Balls for the future beware. 


Derry drwn down, Ge. 
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On the Eighteenth what Zeal in your Faces was ſeen, = 


l Derry down, G . 
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HaLYROOD was illumin'd, enliven'd each Gueſt: : 
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Tux Benux were ſo witty, the Belles look'd fo bright, 
And GR RME and his KIT fo kind and polite; 
The Loves and the Graces ſo blended zhe whole, 

That Pleaſure there reign'd without check or controul. 


5 Derry down, &c. 


Wo the duce could have dreamt, that, ** Lethe imported, 
Some Hogſheads by Hermes were flily tranſported; 
The Rogue of a GR MER brib'd the Rogue of a Gop, 
To convert all the Wine with a Tarn of his Rod. 


Derry down, Oc. 


Wa EN whiſp'ring, and pop and roaſting, and laughing, 


Little thought the poor Gueſts what a Doſe they were quatings 


But alas! the Effects may the dulleſt convince, 
TION and SILENCE have reignꝰd ever ſince. 


Derry down, Or. 


PROSE Writers were render'd unfit to tell Facts, 
Even Truth was ſilenc'd by repeated attacks; 
Each Poet and Poezeſs had a deep Doſe; 
* was GRATITUDE lad to a thorough W 


5 Derry down, de. 


How I ayd the Ms, will the Charm have Effect, 
Pray Heav'n ! that no Sp py may the Rog'ry detect; 
Friend HERMES, Pve loſt all the aim a fy Plot, 


if ME and my Ball are not henceforth Candi. 
Derry down, G. 
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Fox a Fortnight *twill laſt, on the Word of a Gop, 
Or I'll forfeit, ſays HERMES, my Cap and my Rod; 
A Vonder, you know, can but hold out nine Days, 


And I'll give you five more to ſecure you from PraArss. 
Derry down, Cc. 


AWAKE, and revenge it, ye Dealers in Rhime, 
Tho? late, let him rue ſuch an unheard of Crime, 
Let Poems on Poems be heap'd up like BABET, 

And Poets like Harpies encircle his Table. | | . 
Ps | Y Derry down, Oc. 


May the Wife of his Boſom in Rhime ſtill addreſs him, 
And his Daughter, beloved, with Verſes oppreſs him; 
May the Moss and PHOEBUS. unite-to perplex him, 
And grant me a patent Poetict to vex him. . 
23 TY 68 Derry down, ec, 


